
T he T ragedk of Richard D.of 

Ot fliould I dig vp thy forefathers graues. 

And hang their rotten coffins vp in chaincs. 

It could not (lake tninl^re^nor eafe my heart. 

The fight of any of the houfe ofTorkCf 
Isas a furie to torment my foule. 

Therforc till I rootc out that curfed line. 

And leaue not oneon earth,Ile Hue in hell therforc. 

Rm. O let me pray,before I take my death, 

T o thee I praie,fweet (Afford pittie me. 

Clif. I fuch pittic as my rapiers point affoatdes. 

I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill mc.^ 
CAf, Thy father hath. 

!^r. But twas ere I was hornet 
Thou haft one foHiie,for his fake pittic me, 

Lcaft in reueiige thereof, fith God is iuft* 

He be as miferablie ftaine as I. 

Oh,lct me Hue in prifon all my daies, 

And when I giuc occafion of offence. 

Then let me die,for now thou haft no caufe. 

Cltf. Nocaufe.?Thy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Tlmtagenet^ come Plantagenet, 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleaning to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my vvcapon,lill thy blood 

Congeald with his,domakeme wipe off both; Sxiu 

ty4Iarmes,£nterthe*DukfofTorkgfobts, , 

Tor, Ah r«y%poaft to thy Caftle,faue thy Hfc, 

The goale is loft t thou houfe of Lancafier, 

Thrice happie chaunce it is for thee and thine, 
Thathcauen abridgdc my daics,and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonnes; 

But this 1 k’'iow,they haue deraeand themfelucs. 

Like men borne to renowneby Hfc or death: 

Three times this dale came to my fight. 

And cried.courrage Father ; Vi6foric,or cieath- 
And twice fo oft came Sdward to my view, 

With purple Faulchen paintedto the hilts, 

In blood efthofewhomhehadflaughtered. 


I 

T orkej and Henrte the fixt, 

0 harke,I heare the Driimmes : No way to flic.* 
Noeway tofauemy life.? And heerciftay: 

And here ray life myft end. ^ 

Snter the Q^me,^lifford,7^(orthiimberland, 
andjoldiers. 

Come bloody Clijfordjton^ Narthamberland, 

1 date your tjuenchleffe furie to more bloudr 
ThisischeBut,and this abides your /hot. 

North. Yccld to our mercies ptoudPlantagenet. 

C^. I to fuch mercie as his ruthfull arme 
With downc right payment,lcnt vnto my father, 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled from his Carre, 

And made an cuening at the noonetide pricke. 

Tor. My aflies like the hoenix, mzy bring fooich 
A bird that will reuenge it on you all, 

Andin that hope I calf mineeies to heauen. 

Scorning what creyou can atflift me with; / 

Why flay you LordsV what, multitudes and feare.? 

(T^.So cowards fight when they can flic no longer; 
SoDoues dopeckethellaucnspietfiijg tallents; 

So defperate thieues all hopclefle of their Hues, 

Breath out inueftiues gainft Ac officers. 

Torke. Oh Cltff'ordyyct bcAinkc dice onccagainc. 

And in thy mindcorcrun my former time: * 

And bite *y tongue thatilaundrcft him with cowardife. 
Whole verie looke hath made thee quake ere Ais. 

ChfA will not bandic With thee w ord for word, * 

buckle widuhee bJowes twife two for one* 

^«»r.Holde valient Cltjford.ior a Aouland caufes, 
iwothd prolong the traitours life a while. 

a7 ' o*'?® deafe,fpeake thou N(orthumbeyknd. 
AZer Hold Gitford,do not honour him fornuch, 

0 pricke thy finger, thougli to wound his heai tj 
wiiatvalour were it when a curredoth orin 
or one to Aruft his band betw enehis teeth, 
en he might fpumc him with his footcaway 
wartesprifeto take all adtiantages, 

Bj. 
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